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Humbly inſcrib d to His GRAGE the 
DUKE of HAMILTON 


N Times &er Faction ad embroil * State, 
| And Buſie-Bodies ſenſeleſs Feuds create; 
When Britains were to Loyalty inclin'd, 
And one Religion made them of one Mind; 
Then Princes Gr with Tranſports on the Throne; 
Heavy with Jewels only was the Crown: 
The People did their rightful Homage pay, 7 
United Hearts avow'd the Sovereign's Sway, | | 8 
And flew, as to Command, and not Obey 
Paſſive Obedience then was no Reſtraint; 
King's could not ask vhat Subjects vould not gtant. 


In later Times ſuch glorious Days we've ſeen, 
A People ſtruggling to Obey their Queen ; 
| Reſiſtance vas a Word not underſtood 
By Subjects, ſo indulg d by Prineely Blood, 8 
Whoſe —_— whoſe Delight were doing Good ; 
A 2 Then 


[2] 
Then Places were diſcharg'd by faichful Hands, 
Full was our Treaſury, and fat our Lands, 
And Taxes ſeem'd Intreaties, not Commands. 


Happy the Lord who to his Prince proves Juſt, 
The Prince thrice Happy that knows whom to Truſt. 


O ANNA, had thoſe Hours 'till now been givn, 
And Faction from thy Boſom had not driv'n 

A Miniſtry on Earth, delign'd by Heav'n; 

Could Subjects their Felicity have ſeen, 

And, like their Clime, ſerene and temp'rate been; 
Had not thy Sway too much Indulgence ſhown, 

And nouriſh'd Serpents to attack thy Throne ; 


What Conqueſts ſtill more wond'rous thou hadſt gain d, 


And yet how peaceably at Home hadſt reign'd ! 
Ormond like Alexander had been priz'd, 

And Rocheſter like Cato had advis'd; 

Like Cicero had Buckingham declaim'd, 

And Peterborough's Conduct ne'er been blam'd; 
Pembroke had been the Neptune of the Main, 
And Mariners diſtreſs' d ne'er ſu'd in vain ; 
Unhappy Clarendon for Truths been fear'd, 
And Leeds for Wiſdom, as for Age, reverd: 
To ſuch Mens Levees Britains did reſort, 

And Loyalty, like Beauty, grac'd the Court. 


But as each Clime is curs d with ſome Diſeaſe, 
And trifling Ills prove fatal by Degrees; 
Britain from Sectariſts could ne er be cur'd, 

Who ſtill grow reſtleſs, as they're ſtill indur d. 

In Times when Plenty flouriſh'd thro' this Ifle, 

And Britain's Grandeur was each States-man's Toll ; 
Britain, for truſty Bards ſo long renown'd, 

Great in Deſign, in Politicks profound; 
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Whoſe 


18 
Whole ev'ry Hour ſeem' d deſtin'd by a God; 


For when they ſlept, they dream'd forme Publick Good. 
When ANNA by no Serpent was beguil'd, 2 


Whoſe Government was pleaſant, prudenr, mild, | 
Juſt as the render Parent curbs the Child, | | 
Vice was corrected with fach Baſe and Skill, þ 
That wicked Men were ſham'd from doing Ill; | 9 | 
Bur Virtue in the higheſt Claſs appear'd, 1 A 
And virtuous Actions had immenſe Reward : | | 
When Harmony like ours no Age had ſeen, h 
A grateful People, and a tender Queen; | 
When tott'ring Lewis fele, and ſhook to find, il 
A Nation fo intire, ſo firmly join'd, bY ff 
Prov'd there's no battling ſuch unired Force, . = 
And therefore to baſe Cunning had Recourſe, we) - 
Play'd the old Fox, buſy'd all ſubtle Arts, | | 
And ſtudy'd only to divide our Hearts : F- N 


Who always Britains Overthrow deſign d, 
And the beſt Conſtitution undermin d: = 
Z That hiſs, and bite, and cauſeleſs Feuds foment, | = 
And crawl about with miſchievous Intent ; „ ö 
Correct all States, yet never think they're well, q 
But grumbling ſtill, and eager ro rebel; + 

Moſt tireſome when they moſt ſecurely ſtand, 

And Tolerated once, would now Command; 

A Sect whoſe rough-hevn Natures Faction feeds, 5 


YT There roſe a Serpent Race of Vip'rous Kind, * 


o ts. one — 9 


And Superſtition powetful Whimſie breeds, 
With Coward Hearts, and Adamantine Heads; 
To Ceremonies ſuch Diſguſts they bear, 
They ſcarce are Civil where they ſhould Revere; 
Good Manners and good Senſe alike deſpile, 
And — in Religious Exerciſe, 
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In Looks demure, but double in Deſign, _ 

And all their Dealings to themſelves confine; 
Buſie their growing Neighbour to ſupplant; 

For to depreſs the Sinner makes the Saint; 

All Moral Virtues ſlightly they imbibe, 

And Charity ſeems Phyſick to the Tribe, 

Such coſtly Doctrines viſely they diſovn; 

In ſtrong Belief their Piety is ſhown, 

Whoſe Faith is wond' rous, for their Works are none 
No gen'rous Pity can on ſuch be wrought, 

Who want cv'n Generoſity of Thought: 

Rigid, Cenſorious, in Opinion ſtrong, 

Who think they're always right, tho always wrong 3 
Yer ſlily can aſſume a Janus Face, 

Conform Occaſionally tor a Place; 

Proud when employ'd, inver'rate in Dilgrace. 
Theſe ſecming Saints, the Cauſe of all our Jarrs, 
The Bane of Kings, and Source of Civil Wars, 
In Miſchief ripe, watching with Argus Eyes, 
Impatient, and implacable to riſc 
From lurking Caves, ſway'd by too mild a Hand, 
Built Tabernacles, and o'cr{pread the Land; 
Then were pernicious Seminaries plac d, 

And Britain's Youth in Literature debas'd, 

Where Precepts vile on tender Minds were W 
And dull Diſputes illogically taught; 

Till Schiſm Houſes grew to ſuch a height, 
That Colleges vere almoſt out of Date. 

Had ANN 4 but improv'd Elizas Senſe, 
Catch'd the Deſign, and ſaw the Conſequence, 
Boldly like her ſhe ad ſtopt the Fiends increaſe, 
And Britain once again enjoy d its priſtine Peace. 
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But as a Fever, trifled with too far, 
Rages, grows Peſtilent, and taints the Air; 
So Sects, who Church-Communion were allow'd, 
And to our Altars on Occafion bow'd, 
Contagioully to bring her to Diſgrace, 
Have hatch'd the worlt of Sects, 4 Moderate e; 5 
Serpents that fright Religion's ſelf away, 
Frequent the Church, and yet the Church betray; 
Limit her Riſe, her ſacred Forms correct, 
And on Cathedrals ſhamefully reflect. 
Old Women Superſtition may imbibe, 
Whoſe Ignorance and Number help the Tribe. 
The Saints in empty Kirks might loudly pray, 
And Eccho's make a Jeſt of all they ſay; 
But Moderate Men ſtrange Contradictions own, 


Commend their Mother-Church, yet pull her down. 


Thoſe Snakes i'th* Graſs, whom Moderate Men we call, 


Are thoſe who have no Principles at all; 

To either Side Occaſionally bent, 

With any Worſhip, or with none, Content ; 
Whoſe frozen Zeal no Arguments can warm, 
No Texts nor thund'ring Documents alarm : 
Religious Trumpets may ſound Dangers near, 
Guard but the Bank, and they no Dangers fear; 
If Stocks bur riſe, and Credit mighty grow, 
Prieſts and the Church can ne'er be kept too low; 
| Whoſe grov ling Senſe to ſuch an Ebb is driv'n, 
That Purgatory is their higheſt Heav'n : 

In ſly Cabals inſidiouſſy they wait, 

Vith nice Diſtinctions, Jealouſies create, 

And at true Church-Men dart inveterate Hate. 


[6] 
When Magiſtrates are choſe, in Shoals they fly, 
Religion and the Government deſie, 
And cv'ry honeſt Man is thought too high. 
When Princes oft beneath themſelves appear, 
And ſue to carry on the juſteſt War, 
Scarce for the Publick Safety rhey'll conſent, 
Make Terms with Kings, and not a Drachma's lent, 
Unleſs their Party have the Management. 
But when they Bully the Prcheminence, 
With Moderate Loyalty, and Moderate Senſe, | 
Then at immoderate Rates the Court's ſupply d, 
And the Church ridicul'd becomes their Pride. 
But when true Patriots allarm the Crown, 
And Paraſites invidiouſly lay down, 
Then, to aſſert the Loyalty they boaſt, 
Stocks fall, and with them Publick Credit's loſt ; 
Theſe, with the Pure Ones join d, our Feuds create, 
Diſtract the Nation, and diſturb the Stare. 


You Hamilton, whoſe Judgment ſways Mankind, 
Whoſe Thoughts are clear, whole Policy's refin'd, 
To your juſt Sentiments all States-men bow, 
Criticks your finer Taſte of Wit allow, 

And cyery Science claims a Right in you; 

Say what pernicious Practices you've found 
Mongſt Men for Moderation ſo renown'd, | 
What Funds have prov'd deficient by their Sway, 
How long poor Britain has been made their Prey ; 
Vet inſolently ſtill chey'd keep the Day. 

How have they ſtruggled to maintain their Pride, 
And vheedled the young Nobles on their Side; 
What Rubbiſh at Elections have they got, 

And made their Footmen Frecholders ro Vote; 


Whac 
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What Tales they've hatch'd to make us diſagree; _ 
And caſt an Odium on true Loyalty | 

By whoſe audacious Principles tis plain, 

Diſguſt them and they'll Carp at any Reign; 

Their Thoughts in Avarice alone they place, 

The Gold is welcome bear it any Face. 

You have no private Ends, no ſelfiſh Ways, 

No Debts to bully, no Eſtate to raiſe, 

Your Voice the Nation's Genius does expreſs, 
And all your Aim is Britain's Happineſs. 


Illuſtrious Patriot now your Beams diſplay, . 
Unblemiſht as the Sun that gilds the Day⸗ 
Rouze from Lethargick Eaſe, ſee Britains kneel, by 
The antient Bravery of your Race reveal, 4 8 a 
And prove the mighty Tranſports which 8 feel. 
In you, great Sir, all Godlike Virtues ſhine, . 
And all your Thoughts are Energy Divine; 
ANNA invokes your Aid, to ANN A fly, 
With Politicks grown Ripe by lying by. 
ANNA has try'd the Serpents to the laſt, 
By their own Wiles and Projects they are caſt, | 
And with an Univerſal Shout diſgrac d. 8 
Aſſiſt her, tell her how her Subjects griey'd, 
Tell her how oft, how long, ſhe as been deceiv'd ; 
How her moſt Cordial Friends have been miſus d, 4 
What groundleſs Jealouſies have been infus d, 1 8 | _ 
Her Church, her Prelates, and her God abus'd: i. I 
Demonſtrate to her, (for when you harangue, 
Such Heav'nly Maxims dwell upon your Tongue, 8 
Tis Seneca that Charms the liſt ning Throng,) 
How Britain has its abſent Patriots mourn d. N 
How ſigh'd, how panting lay, till they return d; | 
* | - How | 
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How Crocodile have hover'd round the Throne, F 
Pretending they alone could guard the Cre; $100 Os e ENA 
Yet Arrogant, and fearleſs e Dizrace, anT zwolber slr ya 
Have argu d for Refiffance to het Face; id 2116 en g 10 
Arraign'd her pious Thoughts, her Church defy'd, 
Impeach d its Doctrines, and its Prelates'try'd ; 
What ill-tim'd Jars they rais'd, with dire intent, 

Inſenuating what was never meant. 
And politickly heightned the Diſeaſc 133 
Juſt as our Foes abroad had ſu'd for Peace. & Deaf 


She ſees, ſhe proves, alas! ſhe's ſhockt to find 
How ſhe'as been led, what Miſchiefs were defign? d, 
How to a Scct ingrare profuſely kind; 

By what ill Counſellors! ſhe? as been bey, 
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And their own Country dbl Webde; ; 
What Party now promotes a foreign Name, 
Yet on true Patriots lay all the Blame; 
With Venom againſt Non-Refiſſance raves, 
Yer to a foreign Power would make-us Slaves. 
Shall we then from our Loyalty diſſent, 
Favour their Wiles, and further their Intent, 
'Till by Siniſter Ends too mighty grown, 

We prove their Policy, and not our own ? 
No, Britains A NN A does their Wiles deteſt, 
Her Frowns have all their tow' ring Thoughts ſt uppreſt , 
Such Zealots that embroil the Nation's Peace, N 
She looks on as a National Diſeaſe. 

ANN 4 her true, her truſty Friends imploys; _ 
Vile Sects, like Shrubs and Under-woad, deſtroys ; 
While Church-men, like call Cedars, dare the Skies. 
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As Diamonds from a Foil belt take their. Ligbt, 1 1% Jeb 
So Faction quell'd, appearing black as Night. 
Makes Loyalty nor Shine more Ri | 


e Divine * 5 Zeal; appear 3 
And whiſper'd the Invaſions which be nods. yr. 
Invaſions not abroad, choſe Schemes were vain, 
As Conti ſtrove for Polaud, Anjon Spann 
Such Threats the very Waves deride in Foam: 
But from the Whiggs, the Crocadiles at home. 
Few Kalends paſt, e er the Prophetick Yourh Meat 
Found politick Suſpicion, fatal Tru: 
But when their Fury did their Schemes betray, 

The Plot blown up, or, as a Muſe might ſay; || 
The Wind chang d chat blew Monarchy away, 
Beaufort vith Raptures ſciz'd the Wark punlues, 
And Ladies court him for 'the-wondrops News, 
To diſtant Shires with Haſte: he marches ons, : 
And Triumphs vith the Tale dough, ev ry Town . 41 
Glad Corporations thankful Homage pay, 
And Crowds of Prelates greet him on the way ; 
Where: e er he pitch'd his Tent the Country ſwarm' d, 0 


His Notions were ſublime, his Reaſon varm'd, 
His Looks perſwaded, and his Accents charm'd; 
No force of Argument could his excell, 

And where he influenc'd, the Cauſe went well. 


Aſſemble all ye Patriots at her Feet, 
Careſs her Goodnels, and her Smiles intreat ; _ 
Let Non-Refiſtance in each Face be een, 
Congratulate her once again as Queen: 

Alarm her vith her paſt impending Fate, 
And all the horrid Stratagems relate; 
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Addreſs her not as Paraſites have done, 

Promiſe her mighty Sums, and ſend her none; 
Nor yet, like Quondam Fop Militia Fools, 

Who talkt of fighting for her without Souls; 

But like true Britains, hearty and fincere, 

True Heroes, boldly in her Cauſe appear, 

And Guard her as the Goddeſs you revere. 

Let Towns corrupt their Loyalty renew, 

And at Elections have the Church in View. 

Let loud Te Deums the bleſt Change proclaim, 
The Silver Trumpet ſound great ANN A's Name, 
And Worthies only ſing Britainnia's Fame. 
Let Swains expreſs their Joys in humble Sport, 


Shepherds with Garlands dance before her Court; 


No Doubts, no Spleen, no Diſcontent appear, 
No Murmurs whiſper'd to diſturb the Ear ; 
Revels and Banquets only now be known, 

For Shouts are to the utmoſt Regions gone, 
That ANNA is Reſtor d unto her Crown. 
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